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BILL [surprised'} Wottud she wash it for, the carroty slut?
It's red.

BARBARA. It's quite lovely now, because she wears a new
look in her eyes with it. It's a pity youre too late. The
new bloke has put your nose out of joint, Bill.

BILL. I'll put his nose out o joint for him. Not that I
care a curse for her, mind that. But Til teach her to drop
me as if I was dirt. And I'll teach him to meddle with my
judy. Wots iz bleedin name?

BARBARA.  Sergeant Todger Fairmile.

SHIRLEY [rising with grim joy] I'll go with him, miss. I
want to see them two meet. I'll take him to the infirmary
when it's over.

BILL [to Shir ley i with undissembled misgiving] Is that im
you was speakin on?

SHIRLEY. Thats him.

BILL. Im that wrastled in the music all ?

SHIRLEY. The competitions at the National Sportin Club
was worth nigh a hundred a year to him. Hes gev em up now
for religion; so hes a bit fresh for want of the exercise he
was accustomed to. He'll be glad to see you. Come along.

BILL, Wots is weight?

SHIRLEY.  Thirteen four.   [Bill's last hope expires],

BARBARA.  Go and talk to him, Bill.   He'll convert you.

SHIRLEY.  He'll convert your head into a mashed potato.

BILL [sullenly'] I aint afraid of him. I aint afraid ofenny-
body. But he can lick me. Shes done me. [He sits down
moodily on the edge of the horse trough}.

SHIRLEY. You aint goin. I thought not. [He resumes
his seat].

BARBARA [calling"] Jenny!

JENNY [appearing at the shelter door with a plaster on the
corner of her mouth] Yes, Major.

BARBARA. Send Rummy Mitchens out to clear away here.

JENNY.  I think shes afraid.

BARBARA [her resemblance to her mother flashing out for a
moment] Nonsense! she must do as shes told.